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Parties of emigrants used frequently to pass along
the highway below the hill; on one occasion there was a
formidable troop of them, men, women, and children,
hungry, dusty, and weary. They seated themselves along
the roadside for a rest; my Grandmother sent them loads
of provisions, with milk for the little ones, and a whole
baking of some very nice biscuits of a peculiar kind, fresh
from the oven. These poor people had only landed from
the ship which brought them over the Ocean, a day or two
earlier. After a rest by the roadside they passed on their
way to some distant manufacturing town.
One day as my Father was driving us he pointed out a
neat, but very small house, just beyond the bridge over
the Sheldrake. "That," said he, "is Closet HalL" It was
the house in which our Father and Mother had made
their first attempt at house keeping, the year after our
little sister Elizabeth was born. On account of its tiny
size, my Father had given it the name of Closet Hall.
They gave it up, and returned to Heathcote Hill a short
time before I was born.
Our next-door neighbor was Dr. Guy Carleton Bailey,
the family physician. His wife was a Miss Grace Roose-
velt. The families were very intimate, elders and children
also; we little people were constantly playing together;
the eldest boy, Roosevelt Bailey, was converted to the
Church of Rome by his Aunt Mrs. Seaton, and is now
His Grace the Archbishop of Baltimore!
Another family with whom we were very intimate
were the Jays at Rye. "Auntie Jay," as we called her,
was a dear old lady; she was the widow of a blind man,
the brother of Governor Jay. When he was a child he,
and a sister near his own age, had the small-pox so
severely that they both lost their sight. From that time

